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	Me To You

**A/N: Hi guys, this is my second story for Me Before You. I'm unsure how many chapters I intend it to be - perhaps a two shot, perhaps a full story. Time will tell. Hope you enjoy and please leave a review. x**

* * *

><p>It had been a quiet afternoon. Will had been near silent after Nathan left, refusing my offers for tea or pain medication. His face did not express any type of pain nor was there any other suggestion of discomfort.<p>

_"Are you alright Will?" I'd asked shortly after he'd refused his lunch._

_"Just thinking Louisa."_

I suppose I should have put more thought into the fact he called me by my full name. It was a Friday afternoon and work had finished for the week and yet I couldn't shake the feeling of dread that filled me. I thought to my calendar - I still had a solid two months to convince Will out of his plans to go to Dignitas.

_"I don't doubt he'll give them to me now,"_ I recalled Mrs Traynor telling me as she had glanced at me. I waited at the bus stop, tugging at my coat as the Autumn breeze floated through. I had tried many activities with Will - most afternoons were reserved for Will and I to do as we liked. Most of the time was spent in the garden or a quiet park we had found just thirty minutes away where Will had commented how it reminded him of his childhood. I think it may have been the flowers in the park - they seemed very much something Mrs Traynor would be proud to call her own.

I returned home to a busy house with Dad returning from work with a giant smile on his face. "I got a raise!" His voice bellowed through the house as Mum rushed through from the kitchen, oven mits still on her hands.

"Did I hear you correctly, sweetheart?" she exclaimed, her eyes glistening with tears. Dad pulled Mum to him and pecked her forehead, grinning from ear to ear.

"A raise, Josie! Can you believe it?" He raised his hands above his head and motioned to the sky. "It was an act of God, Josie! Mr Traynor just walked in and said I'd done good and it was about time I got the credit. I tell you Lou, that Will of yours must have put in another good word for me. Good man, that one!"

I hugged my Dad and congratulated him before entering my room, my mind returning to Will's blank face today. His distance. His silence. And suddenly he'd gotten my Dad a raise? I shook it off as paranoia and called Patrick who yelled through the phone about his new time and how great he was. I barely got in a word before he invited himself over for tea. Mum came up to my room shortly after my phone call as I was unpinning my hair, putting an envelope in my hand. It was addressed to me - from Will.

I opened the envelope quickly, wondering what on earth Will had to tell me that he couldn't text me or tell me in person. A note and what must have been at least twenty £50 notes. I gaped, opening the note and reading the simple explanation.

_For your holiday jar. Live it up Clark. - Will_

I frowned, leaving the money in the envelope, planning to return it first thing on Monday. I could imagine the conversation already where Will would lecture me that I made no effort to leave and I'd be stuck here if I didn't get out soon. I did not look forward to that.

Dinner that night was light hearted and easy with Dad's grin never leaving his face and Granddad in a particularly lively mood. Patrick's hand found its way up my thigh throughout the night and blushing, I shoved it away, squeezing his hand as I did so to not make him feel bad. I struggled to concentrate on the conversation, something about Patrick and our holiday (which at this point, didn't seem like a holiday so much as me following Patrick around running courses.) I excused myself from the table to find my phone, my mind travelling back to Will, sitting at home by himself when he was so obviously not himself._ "Are you okay?"_ I sent, waiting two or three minutes before sighing and returning to the table.

I scolded myself, knowing I was being paranoid, sitting back down at the table. Twenty minutes... forty minutes... dessert... an hour. Two hours. I excused myself once more as I began to panic. I looked up at the clock - barely 9pm. There was no chance Will was alseep unless he'd been feeling ill, which he said he hadn't... I dialed Will's number and waited for him to answer, my heart jumping out of my chest. No response.

I dialed again, feeling sweat build on my forehead. No answer.

"Patrick," I called from the hall, "can you come here please?"

I heard a sly comment that I winced at, pretending to ignore it as I reached for Patrick's arm as soon as he saw me.

"Patrick, I need you to take me to the Traynor's," I whispered slowly. "We need to go now." There were protests and there was some jealousy but I persuaded Patrick shortly after I promised to stay the night at his house. I didn't tell my parents - their night had been made and they didn't need the stress of my problems.

_It's nothing anyway, _I promised myself. _I'm just being paranoid. _We made it to the Granta house by 8.30pm and I pecked Patrick's cheek, telling him to wait in the car. It didn't take much convincing.

I returned to the annexe where I had left only a short few hours ago. "Will?" I called, checking the lounge room and kitchen before entering Will's bedroom. I'm not sure if it comforted my more or less that every light in the house was on. I was about to step into the bedroom when I heard a gunshot.


End file.
